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SURFACING 
It's nearly midnight and the road is narrow. I'm heading home and 
although I have the radio turned up until the speakers vibrate in the 
door panels, I can't hear anything outside my head. I'm wondering if 
William's still up or if he's gone to bed without me, when the white Buick 
runs the stop sign of a T-intersection and crosses, phantomlike, inches 
in front of me. I meet the eyes of the boy behind the wheel, his head 
turned to look out the driver's side window, his face pale in my 
headlights. I don't have time to move my foot to the brake and the Buick 
is gone, in a headfirst dive off the side of the road. Then I do brake and 
look back and the Buick glows pink in my rearview mirror as it bounces 
down a hill that is someone's yard toward a small manmade pond I 
remember seeing in the daylight. I let off the brakes, but don't 
accelerate, and when I check the mirror again, trees block my view and I 
wonder if it was real. 
The volume of the radio startles me, as if I'd just turned it on, so I 
switch it off quickly and I coast, hunched over the steering wheel. My 
car sputters, dying, so I clutch and downshift. There are no other cars 
on the road. 
I think about continuing home, assuming that the car and the boy 
behind the wheel will be okay. Surely that boy stopped before his car 
drove into the water. I think about the speed of that white Buick and 
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imagine that it drove right into the pond and right out of the pond. No, 
he's not trapped in a sinking car, watching cold October water rise above 
his head. Whoever owns that pond will call the police and make sure 
that boy behind the wheel is okay. I remember that William is expecting 
me. 
I step on the gas and search for a house, a driveway, a place to 
turn around. 
I find a driveway and decide that it will be safer, easier just to call 
the police from this house. There's no reason to go back and get 
involved. A dog stands on the porch and blinks into my headlights. He 
yawns as I pull to a stop in front of the dark house. When I open my 
door, he barks. I hear voices, male voices, maybe water splashing. I 
realize that I can see the house of the owner of the pond and the lights 
are on. 
So now I know that the owner of the pond will take care of the boy 
behind the wheel. 
I back out of the driveway slowly, watching the house for lights. I 
am sure that the dog's rhythmic barking will have finally awakened 
whoever is sleeping inside. But the house remains dark. 
So now I can go home, get back to William, who is probably 
worried by now. But when I leave the driveway, I go west-not east-
toward voices and splashing water. 
3 
There are boys on the side of the road and more keep appearing 
out of the darkness. Water runs from their concert T-shirts, and their 
jeans stick to their legs. I drive slowly and pull to the side of the road 
and roll down my window. They glance at my car and glance away and 
make no move toward me. They shiver, hugging themselves with 
goosebumped arms, and ask each other if they are all right. 
A dry man, bald with thick glasses and a thick green hooded 
sweatshirt, walks quickly from boy to boy and asks each if he is okay. 
He frowns at me. Then, again from behind my windshield, I look into the 
eyes of the boy from behind the wheel. He is the only one who doesn't 
seem cold. He saunters up to my car and his lips are pinched together 
like he's trying not to grin. 
He leans into my window with his arm on the roof and then he 
does smile. His hair is long on top and one wet strand curves around his 
eye and rests against his cheekbone. His skin is smooth. 
"Is everything okay?" I ask and though I'm in a dry, heated car, I 
find that I'm trembling. 
"Yeah, we're fine. Everything's fine." 
I ask him if he needs me to call anyone-the police, his parents. 
"No, we're all fine. Everything's okay. You can go home." He pats 
the roof as he straightens his back. 
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He turns away and I reach for the button to close my window. He 
takes a step, then stops and turns back. He puts his hand on the 
window to stop it. 
"Can you give us a ride?" 
I ask where they live. He mentions the same small suburb where I 
live. I think about how I have cloth seats and how wet those boys are 
and how many of them there are, but I say yes, I can take them home. 
The boy from behind the wheel yells to the other boys. "Come 
here, this lady said she'd give us a ride home." 
I am startled as much by his voice, unexpectedly loud in the dark, 
as I am by the fact that he refers to me as "lady." I realize that I must be 
ten years older than these boys. They shuffle over and the dry man 
comes with them. 
"What about the car? You think you're just gonna leave it there 
and go home? We're calling the cops." The dry man glares at me, as if I 
am an accomplice. 
But the boy from behind the wheel holds up his hands and says, 
"Sure, sure." He turns to the shivering boys and tells them to get in the 
car. Then he takes the arm of the dry man and leads him away. The 
boys don't move, don't even look at me, but watch the boy from behind 
the wheel. 
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I can't hear what he's saying to the dry man, but he waves his 
arms a couple times, shaking his head. The dry man stands with his 
arms across his chest. 
The boy behind the wheel looks up and sees that the boys haven't 
moved. He orders them into the car, pointing violently. 
I push the unlock button and one of the wet boys opens the 
passenger door. I can hear him shiver as he climbs into the back seat. I 
realize that I have stuff in the passenger seat-a couple of William's CD's, 
my purse, a bag of candy. I grab them and shove them on the 
dashboard. 
The boys fill the back seat, then the front. The dry man turns 
suddenly, shaking his head and heads toward his house. The boy from 
behind the wheel jogs up to my car and says, "I'm going to get the car in 
the morning." And he squeezes into the back seat. 
This time I meet his eyes in the rearview mirror as I U-turn back 
onto the narrow road. The boys shiver and drip on my cloth seats and I 
turn the heat on full blast. 
The boy from behind the wheel directs me to the other boys' 
houses. He talks as if he's in front of an audience, looks into my mirror 
and chides the other boys. The other boys are silent and stare out the 
windows. They seem sullen, and I realize that they are scared, scared of 
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the pond water that soaks their clothes and scared of the boy who drove 
them into the water. 
His directions are inefficient, so I drive in circles and backtrack on 
the curving roads of my own neighborhood. The first time we pass my 
house I notice that the living room light is still on and shadows from the 
television flicker across the drapes. William must be waiting up for me. 
But when we pass it again, and again, it begins to look like just another 
house-a brick front and a couple of oak trees in the yard. There is 
nothing about it that makes it my house, only the fact that I recognize 
the numbers on the front door. I don't tell the boy from behind the wheel 
that I live there. He asks me if! know the area and I say no, not really. 
I count how many times I stop and let wet boys out, but when my 
car is left with only water stains and the boy from behind the wheel 
looking at me in the rearview mirror, I forget the number. I think about 
how close he is, how he'd only have to extend his arm to touch me. But 
he doesn't, he asks me what I have on the dash. I hand William's CD's 
back to him and ask if he wants to get in the front seat now that there's 
room. 
"No, I'm fine. Is that candy corn?" 
I hand him the bag. I feel sweat forming under my hair, at the 
back of my neck, but I leave the heater on high. 
7 
"So your a jazz fan?" He holds the CD's to the window and reads 
the song titles in the streetlights, between mouthfuls of candy corn. 
I study him in the mirror. His hair is almost dry, and he looks 
younger than I thought. Too young to drive. 
I ask where I should go. He looks startled and hesitates, then tells 
me to keep going straight. When I raise my eyes to the mirror, his are 
there. 
I stop. We're at a T-intersection. I ask him which way. 
"Take a left." 
I look to my left and see that the road turns to gravel and curves 
out of town. "You live out in the country?" 
His eyes leave the mirror and look to the left also. "Left? I meant 
right, take aright." 
I do. He sits forward, leans on the back of my seat. I feel his 
breathing on the side of my face. He tells me to stop in front of a neat 
white house with manicured shrubs and a bright yard light. I pull into 
the driveway and turn off my headlights. The boy from behind the wheel 
pushes the passenger seat forward and opens the door. The curve of his 
back nearly touches the roof as he climbs out of my car. 
"Well, thanks for the ride. It was nice of you to stop." He stands 
outside the passenger door with his hands in his pockets and his neck 
bent to look into my car. 
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I nod. 
He smiles as he slams the door, then steps back and returns his 
hands to his pockets. There's nothing else to do, so I release the brake 
and coast onto the road. He makes no move to the house. 
I flip on my headlights and inch forward, never taking my eyes off 
the boy from behind the wheel. I turn the corner and exhale when he is 
finally out of sight. 
I drive away, but I can't remember just where it is I'm going. I 
drive around the block and pass by the house again. The yard light is 
still on and the house looks the same, except the boy is no longer 
standing in the driveway. 
I pull to the side of the road and rest my forehead on the steering 
wheel, shaking and crying. I think of how close that Buick was. I 
imagine hospital sheets, William holding my hand and tears on his face. 
I imagine flowers and coffins and dirt. I realize that the boy doesn't 
know who I am. He doesn't recognize me or my eyes from those in the 
car he almost hit. He could have killed me and he doesn't know it. 
I remember that William is waiting for me, so I drive home in 
second gear. I can see from a block away that the living room light is 
still on. I grab my purse off the dash and reach for the CD's, but the 
backseat is bare except for the empty candy wrapper. When I pass my 
house for the fourth time tonight and turn the corner, I think about that 
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boy behind the wheel, about how good that air, cold as it was, must 
have felt when he finally surfaced. 
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HIGHWAY MILES 
Sarah sat down quickly when the black Nissan pulled in the drive. 
The drapes swung closed as she grabbed a magazine off the coffee table 
in front of her. She tried to look casual, crossed and uncrossed her legs, 
but the sun had set enough that she had to squint to make out the 
words on the page. The door slammed shut and Eric came around the 
corner into the living room. 
He smelled like dirt and sweat. His face was bright pink from the 
sun, and Sarah thought she could feel the day's leftover heat come off 
him from across the room. He set his bag down against the leg of the 
coffee table, nodded and walked into the bedroom. 
"Long day, huh?" Sarah dropped the magazine on the table and 
followed Eric to the bedroom, nearly colliding with him as he came back 
into the living room in his underwear. She turned sideways to let him 
pass, then followed him into the kitchen. 
ttSo what do you want to do tonight? Since it's Friday I thought 
maybe we could go out or something." Sarah leaned against the 
doorframe and watched Eric open the refrigerator. He took out the 
carton of milk. 
ttl have to meet James at eight thirty." He filled a glass and set the 
carton on the counter. He leaned back to drink the milk and Sarah 
watched his adam's apple slide up and down his throat. 
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"Eight thirty. How are you going to get to James' by then? It's 
already-" Sarah checked the clock on the stove. "-after eight." 
Eric set the half empty glass down on the counter next to the milk. 
"I'll have to hurry." He walked into the bathroom and closed the door. 
Sarah heard the water turn on. She put the carton of milk back in 
the refrigerator and started to empty the glass into the sink, but 
hesitated. She raised the glass to her lips and swallowed the milk in 
three gulps and then rinsed the glass under a small stream of cold water. 
Sarah had the magazine open again when Eric emerged from the 
bathroom in a towel, steam billowing behind him, but she had switched 
on the lamp next to the sofa. Eric didn't seem to notice either way; he 
walked through the living room and into the bedroom without a word. 
So Sarah again put the magazine on the table and followed him. 
When she came in, he was sitting on the edge of the bed, in jeans, 
leaning down to pull a sock on. 
"What are you and James doing tonight?" 
"Oh, you know James. He wants me to meet him at the bar, so 
we'll probably just shoot pool." He switched feet. 
"So," Sarah paused. "When you think you11 be home?" 
Eric shrugged and walked over to the closet. 
"I cleaned the house today, could you tell? 1 even dusted." 
"You didn't do laundry, did you? 1 wanted to wear my blue shirt. 
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Is it clean?" Eric flipped through the hangers. 
"No, I didn't do laundry. Is it really that dirty? Maybe I could just 
iron it." 
"Nevermind." He yanked down on the arm of a T-shirt, sending the 
hanger spinning off the rod and onto the floor. "I have to go." 
Eric grabbed his wallet out of the back pocket of his dirty jeans on 
the floor and left the bedroom. Sarah heard the front door open. She 
picked up the wet towel at the end of the bed and folded it in half. 
Suddenly Eric appeared in the doorway again. Sarah smiled. 
"Forgot my shoes," he said and stepped into a pair of loafers from 
the closet. He smiled back. "The house does look great." He kissed her 
quickly, so quickly that he nearly missed her lips, and then he left for 
real. 
* 
As Sarah listened to the car start up and pull out of the driveway, 
she grew angry. Actually she had been angry ever since he told her that 
he was going out with James, but now she admitted it. What the hell 
was she supposed to do now? It was nearly eight thirty. If she had 
known that he had made plans, she could have made plans, too. But 
now she was stuck-home alone on a Friday night. 
Sarah laughed out loud and walked to the bathroom to hang the 
towel up. It was her own fault. She could have made plans first. It was 
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her problem for waiting around for him. And it wasn't like this was the 
first time it had happened. She couldn't remember the last time they'd 
done anything besides sit at home and watch TV. She should've 
expected him to make plans. She should have called her friends and 
made her own plans. 
This thought made Sarah laugh again. What friends? She felt 
distanced from the women she worked with, mostly because she couldn't 
understand their obsession with their jobs. Sarah just couldn't find any 
satisfaction in working for an insurance company with over 6000 
employees. She didn't feel as if she mattered to the company, no matter 
how many memos they put out that said she did, and so she couldn't 
make the company matter to her. She couldn't stand to go out with the 
girls from the office and talk about pension plans and retirement benefits 
and customer satisfaction all night. It was bad enough to live it all day. 
Also, those women were married with children. At least once a 
day, one of them, with her customer service pin on her blouse and a 
diamond on her finger, would ask if Eric had gotten Sarah a ring yet. 
"What are we going to do with that boy?" they'd say as if some spell could 
be cast that would cause Eric to make a detour to the jewelry store on 
the way home from work. The fact was living together was as much of a 
commitment as he could muster. The future was never discussed. 
Sarah thought of calling her mother, but she hated for her to know 
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that she was spending yet another Friday night alone; she had called her 
last week. And the week before. Her long distance bill was astronomical. 
Sarah wandered through the house, but she had cleaned too well; 
there was nothing left to pick up. She regretted talking Eric into moving 
into this little house in Des Moines. The noise of the city outside gave 
them an excuse not to talk. 
* 
"Liz, hi, this is Sarah." 
"Well, Sarah, how are you? I haven't heard from you in ages. Let's 
see, not since you moved in with what's-his-face." 
"Come on, Liz. It hasn't been that long." Sarah flushed. Liz and 
Eric hadn't gotten along the few times they'd met, so Sarah decided it 
was easier to stop calling Liz than to referee. 
"All right, all right. But I can't talk long, I'm just getting ready to 
leave. I'm putting on my makeup now. So talk." 
Sarah couldn't think of a thing to say. Usually she didn't have a 
chance to interrupt Liz. The last thing she wanted to tell her was that 
she was upset with Eric and encourage that lecture. "Where are you 
going tonight?" 
"Oh, Peter's having one of his things-his dad's out of town. He 
calls it a party, but I know better than that. There'll be beer, that's all I 
care about. I'm not sure who else he invited. The usual, I suppose." Liz 
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smacked her lips into the phone. "God, I love this color." 
"Peter, huh? I haven't seen him for ages. Well, I hope you have a 
good time tonight. It sounds like fun." 
"So what are you and Mr. Wonderful doing? Don't you have 
someplace very important to go?" 
Sarah hated that tone she used. She might talk to Liz about Eric if 
she knew she wouldn't use that tone. "Well, actually-" 
"Wait, that's Scott. Did you hear that horn? He's so funny. I can't 
believe he paid money so his horn could make that noise. What a 
goofball. Anyway, I've got to go, he's my ride. Give me a call later, maybe 
we can get together, go shopping or something. It was good to hear from 
you." 
* 
Sarah didn't get nervous until she pulled into the tree-lined 
driveway. The whole drive she'd been telling herself that there was no 
way they'd really be there. She knew this group, and their plans never 
worked out, so if they planned on being at Peter's house, they wouldn't 
be. She told herself that she was wasting her time, she'd never find them 
but that it was better than sitting at home alone. It had taken her nearly 
an hour to drive the forty highway miles and now this last stretch of 
gravel road, and she had been calm the whole drive. But now when she 
turned into the driveway, saw the cars that filled the parking near the 
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house and the lights glowing in the windows, she found herself sweating. 
She parked behind Scott's Toyota truck. At least Liz would be 
here, Sarah thought. She started to grab her purse from the passenger 
seat, then set it back down. She pulled the keys out of the ignition and 
replaced them. She was as anxious to see these people as she had been 
three years ago to get away from them. And now she wondered if they 
knew that she had purposely cut herself off from them or if they had 
believed her weak excuses. She didn't know if they'd be glad to see her 
or not. 
She stepped out of the car and slammed the door. She'd look more 
ridiculous if they caught her outside debating an entrance. She wound 
her way between bumpers to the back door and pushed the doorbell. 
The music was loud, some country rock song, and Sarah didn't know if 
they'd hear, but then she heard Peter's voice above the music. 
"I'm coming, I'm coming!" 
He sounds drunk already, she thought. 
Peter opened the door with a dopey smile on his face and leaned 
against the doorframe. With what Sarah knew to be his most flirtatious 
voice, he said, "Hello there, may I help you?" Then his eyes grew wide. 
"Sarah! Well, damn, it's Sarah." He hugged her quickly and viciously, 
spilling beer on her back. 
"Hi, Peter. I was, uh, just in the neighborhood-" Sarah laughed, 
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relieved at the warm reception. 
"Come on in. Have a beer." Peter stepped over to the refrigerator 
and opened it up. "Bud or Bud Lite?" 
"Whatever." 
Peter handed her a Bud Lite and headed for the living room. "Hey 
guys, guess who's here. Guess who lowered herself to come spend the 
evening with us?" 
Sarah opened the beer and took a long swallow. She didn't 
normally like beer, but tonight the bitterness was just what she had been 
craving. 
* 
Even though all the lights were on, the rooms weren't bright. 
Whether it was because of the brown carpet, the faded wallpaper or dim 
bulbs, the living room had a yellowish glow to it. The country music still 
played on the stereo set up on the dining room table. Sarah sat on a 
sunken gold couch next to Liz and felt like she was in high school again. 
The group was nearly the same, except for John, Sarah's ex-
boyfriend. She stayed on the couch with Liz and watched him dance 
with his current girlfriend. John was the last person Sarah expected to 
be here. He had never hung around with these people, but she assumed 
that since he hadn't left town, and his friends had, he had been forced to 
make this group his own. Sarah had never seen the girl he was with, but 
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Liz told her that they'd been going out for almost a year and were pretty 
serious even though she was still in high school. 
"Her parents are real assholes, you know. They hate John because 
they say he's too old for her. Which is probably true, but still." 
It occurred to Sarah that she was probably supposed to hate him, 
too, but right then she couldn't remember just why they had broken up, 
although at the time she was sure she'd been furious with him. 
He didn't say a word to her, but he noticed her. His girlfriend 
noticed her, too. Sarah could tell she recognized the name when Peter 
told them she was here. She had moved closer to John and laid her head 
on his shoulder. 
Sarah couldn't believe that it had really been three years since 
she'd seen him. He hadn't changed much, his hair was still a little too 
long and hung in his eyes. His style of clothing hadn't changed; he wore 
jeans and a flannel shirt. He was still funny, the center of attention, 
telling one joke after another. Sarah remembered the shape of his face, 
the fineness of his hair and the thinness of his lips. She wanted to know 
how he was, really, if he was happy, if his life had become what he 
thought it would three years ago. 
"They seem cute together." Sarah nodded in their direction but 
spoke to Liz. 
"Yeah, they are. I don't really talk to John, he was always more 
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your type than mine, but they show up almost every weekend." 
"She's kind of pretty, really. Seems nice enough. What'd you say 
her last name was again? I haven't heard of it before." 
"Richardson. Lucy Richardson. She's from Hampton, but her 
brother's our age. Steven, remember him? He had the motorcycle and 
Susan and all her friends had crushes on him. She's his sister. And she 
is pretty. Prettier than you." 
Sarah felt a knot in her stomach. "Thanks a lot." 
"Well, I'm just being honest. You want another beer?" 
"Yeah, I'd better." 
Honesty was one of Liz's most famous qualities. Sarah would have 
protested more, but she didn't want to seem jealous. She had been 
pleasantly surprised to discover that she wasn't jealous. She fully 
expected to be, since they acted so in love. But that was it-it was an 
act. She caught John looking at her too often, or deliberately not looking 
at her, when he touched Lucy. 
It was fine if John was going out with someone prettier than her. 
And besides, Sarah didn't think Lucy was that pretty. She was just kind 
of cute. 
"Well, we've got to be going. Lucy here has a curfew," John waved 
to the room with one arm and put the other around Lucy. 
"Is it midnight already?" Peter clapped them both on the back and 
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walked them to the kitchen. 
Liz came back with Sarah's beer. "Well, well, it looks like your 
friends are leaving. Whatever will we talk about for the rest of the 
night?" 
"Come on, Liz, I haven't been that bad. I don't care, really. I have 
a boyfriend, remember." 
"Oh yeah, you mean the one who ditched you for the night." 
"I never said he ditched me." Sarah held her can out over the 
carpet and opened it. She shook the foam off her fingers. 
"He must have done something. You wouldn't be here if he 
hadn't." She stopped her lecture and looked past Sarah and smiled. "Hi, 
John. I thought you left. Wait, let me guess. You need to talk to Sarah. 
I'll just leave you two alone." Liz stood up and stepped around John, 
who squatted on the floor in front of the couch. 
Sarah couldn't think of a thing to say. The beer she had just 
swallowed burned in the back of her throat. Luckily, John spoke. 
"I just wanted to know if you were going to stick around. I have to 
take Lucy home, but I'll be back. I was hoping we could talk." John 
nearly whispered. 
"I'll be here." 
"Okay, it should only take fifteen minutes or so, she lives just 
about five miles from here. But wait for me, even if it takes longer. 
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Okay?" 
Sarah knew what he meant. It would only take him a few minutes 
to drive there and back, but then he'd have to walk her to the door and 
promise to call her tomorrow and kiss her goodnight. "I'll wait," she said. 
Liz winked at her as John stood up and walked back out to the 
kitchen to leave. 
* 
He was back in less than ten minutes. Liz never returned to her 
spot on the couch, so Sarah filled the short time by talking to Scott 
about his customized horn. Scott was a short, acne-faced boy with a 
blond crewcut, who talked a lot and very quickly. But when John came 
back, Scott cut off in mid-sentence and stood abruptly. He looked guilty. 
"Uh, hi, John, we were just talking about my horn. But I'll leave 
you two alone." And he did. 
John didn't sit down. "Let's go for a ride. I don't feel like we can 
talk here." 
Sarah nodded and set her nearly full beer on an endtable. She 
hadn't felt like drinking since John left. She looked for Liz. Liz smiled 
and motioned her out with a flip of her hand. Have fun, she mouthed 
and puckered her lips. 
Sarah blushed and started to shake her head, but Liz had already 
shifted her attention back to Peter. 
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He led her out to a truck, a small one. 
"I saw this when I pulled in, but I had no idea it was yours." 
"Yeah, I got it about a year ago. That old Nova finally gave out, so I 
had to get something new." John put the truck in reverse and backed 
out of the driveway. 
The inside of the cab glowed orange from the lights on the stereo. 
John pulled a pack of cigarettes from between the dash and the 
windshield. 
"Is smoking an old or new habit?" Sarah asked. 
"An old one, I guess. It started as kind of a gag, just for fun. Next 
thing I know, I'm hooked. I'd ask if you wanted one, but I don't imagine 
you smoke." He lit a cigarette with a lighter he fished out of the same 
place on the dash. 
"No, I don't," Sarah said and wished that she did. It was strange 
to see John smoking. He looked unnatural with a cigarette between his 
lips, like a child playing with candy, she thought. 
John just drove. He didn't seem to have anyplace in mind. He 
stuck to the gravel roads and always seemed to know exactly where he 
was. He didn't speed and he didn't drive slowly. 
Sarah looked around the truck, trying to fill herself in on the last 
three years. She noticed dubbed tapes in the middle of the benchseat, 
heard cans rolling around in the bed, and rustled trash under her feet. 
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The truck looked broken in. She guessed he spent a lot of time in it, 
which didn't surprise her. He'd always liked driving. 
He played the tapes, and almost every song was a favorite of 
Sarah's, though she didn't tell him. She tried again to remember what 
had caused them to break up. Immaturity. She wondered if she was 
mature now, mature enough. 
And he talked as he drove. He was working nights at the grocery 
store. The night shift paid two dollars an hour more and besides he 
didn't have any reason to keep a normal schedule. He hated the job but 
didn't know what else to do, where else to go. He didn't feel qualified for 
anything else. He had met Lucy the previous Fourth of July at the 
fireworks display and he just couldn't think of a reason not to go out 
with her. That was why her parents didn't like him-he didn't make an 
effort. 
Sarah chose not to mention that he had looked like he'd been 
making an effort earlier this evening. She told him a little about Eric, 
but she felt foolish when she tried to describe her life and explain her 
reasons for being there, and besides, Eric seemed so far away. Eric had 
nothing to do with her right now. 
John was slowing down for an intersection when he put his hand 
behind Sarah's head and pulled her face to his. He still had one hand on 
the wheel and brought the truck to a stop without going off the road, but 
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he didn't stop kissing her. The truck choked and died as John let off the 
clutch still in gear. She wrapped her arms around his neck and scooted 
over to the center of the benchseat, smashing tape cases. They kissed 
long and wet with their tongues and Sarah couldn't remember the last 
time she'd been kissed like that. She closed her eyes and forgot 
everything except that moment. 
John rubbed her back and kissed her neck "Sarah, there is 
something about you I can't resist. I never forgot you." 
Sarah let her fingers feel his face, the face she had remembered 
earlier at the party. It was exactly as she knew it would be. Smooth, soft 
skin, God, she even remembered the shape of his nose. She felt his neck 
and his shoulders, felt the tightness under the skin. She knew his back 
and his stomach would be the same. That lean, hard body that made 
her feel big and clumsy. 
John was on top of her now, her bra undone, her shirt pulled up 
around her neck and the back of her head pressed against the passenger 
side door. He kissed her stomach as he unzipped her jeans. It occurred 
to Sarah that they were going to have sex and that if she didn't want to, 
she needed to say something soon. But she wanted to. It had been 
weeks since Eric had touched her. 
John pulled himself up face to face with her. She could smell the 
cigarette smoke on his breath. 
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"Sarah," he said and kissed her again. She unbuttoned his shirt 
and slipped it off his shoulders. She ran a hand down his stomach and 
around his waist to his back, up over his shoulders and down his arms. 
She winced with the beauty of it. The hair on John's arms was much 
softer than on Eric's, and she thought that this is way arms should feel. 
She knew that this was what she had been looking for. 
She ran her hands through his hair, felt his cheekbones, 
rememorized the feel of him. She turned her head to the side and 
opened her eyes and looked down at the floor of the truck. Wrappers-
McDonald's cheeseburger wrappers and an unopened ketchup packet. It 
occurred to Sarah that Lucy had been sitting in this very spot not two 
hours before. Lucy, who had thought her boyfriend was dropping her off 
and then going home himself. Lucy, who felt mischievous for lying to her 
parents about her date and going to a party and drinking half a beer. 
Right now Lucy was sleeping under a white, lacy comforter dreaming 
about her wonderful, older boyfriend that made all her friends jealous. 
Lucy probably ate that cheeseburger. 
"Stop, John, I can't do this." Sarah tried to sit up and squeeze out 
from underneath John, but she was already against the door. She 
pushed on his chest and twisted her neck so he couldn't kiss it. "John, 
stop." 
"Why? What's wrong?" John sat up. 
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Sarah pulled her shirt down. She leaned her back against the 
door. "I can't do this. I'm sorry. I want to, but I just can't." 
John sighed loudly and pulled his shirt up over his shoulders. He 
turned the key to off and the dashlights went out. "You're sure?" 
Sarah nodded, though he probably couldn't see her. 
"Fine." He pushed in on the clutch and restarted the truck. 
She couldn't tell if he was mad or just disappointed and she didn't 
know if she really cared either way. No, that's not true, she didn't want 
him to be mad. This decision had nothing to do with him. She wanted 
him. "John, don't be mad. I'm not trying to piss you off. John?" 
"It's fine. Don't worry about it. I understand." 
She still couldn't read his tone. She leaned forward and fastened 
her bra and then lifted up her hips and zipped her jeans. 
They drove in silence until they reached Peter's house. The 
windows were dark; it was past two. Her Buick and Peter's Jeep were 
the only cars left in the driveway. He looked stern and stared straight 
out the windshield. The music ended, but John didn't put in another 
tape. 
"I meant everything I said. I wasn't just trying to get laid." He still 
didn't look at her, just straight ahead. 
"I believe you, but-" Sarah didn't know how to finish the 
sentence. That wasn't why she couldn't do it. It made it even less 
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possible for her to do it if he meant what he said. 
((It was good to see you again. You take care of yourself." Still this 
deadpan tone. 
((Okay. You, too. Okay?" 
((Yeah." 
Sarah opened the door and blinked in the brightness of the dome 
light. John never looked over. 
Her own car felt strangely cold. She started it and turned on the 
heater and looked back to John's truck, but he was already pulling away. 
* 
On the drive home, Sarah checked her rearview mirror often, 
watching for the square headlights of an S-10 behind her. Somehow, she 
kept herself from crying. She wasn't sure what she'd just given up. 
Eric's car was parked in the driveway when she got home a few 
minutes after three. The sight surprised her, and even though the house 
was dark, she felt proud that she had stayed out later than he had, like 
she'd accomplished something, like she'd won some small battle. 
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HONEYMOON 
Beth wanted to buy a skirt in one of the small specialty shops they 
had seen the day before. She had only brought jeans with her on this 
trip-they had seemed the most logical-but now, she declared, walking 
out of Kilkenny Castle, she felt like wearing something pretty. 
She and Ryan headed downtown. Beth noticed that while they had 
been on the tour the sky had turned from a rich blue to a dull gray. 
"Maybe we should eat first. I'm starving and I know how long it 
takes you to shop." Ryan took her hand and squeezed. 
"Sure." Beth squeezed back. "So do you suppose Mary lives 
around here?" 
"Who?" 
"Mary, our tour guide." 
"Oh. Well, I suppose. Where else would she live? Dublin?" Ryan 
smiled. 
"I'm serious. She does look like she's from Dublin." Beth looked at 
the houses as they walked past. She noticed how they didn't look nearly 
as quaint as they had yesterday when they first arrived in town. Today 
they seemed shabby and run-down. "She doesn't look like she belongs in 
this town." She turned around to look at the castle. Even it didn't look 
magical and mysterious like it had before the tour. With a long line of 
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tourists and list of admission prices, it looked more like something in an 
amusement park, something she could see at home, in Iowa. 
"And what exactly does someone from Dublin look like?" Ryan was 
still smiling. 
Beth pictured the three tour guides at the castle. They had worn 
expensive shiny skirts and neatly cut tops. Their hair was cropped short 
and styled, and they wore makeup in tones of brown and gold. They 
were tall and slim, all of them. And Mary had her nose pierced with a 
small diamond stud. 
They reached the main road and turned onto the crowded shop-
lined street. It occurred to Beth that Mary and her co-workers were the 
only people she'd seen that were her age. Everyone else was either very 
old or very young. The people they passed on the street reminded Beth 
of the people in her own hometown-their old clothes, their plain 
hairstyles, their exhausted postures. 
"Like Mary. You saw how she was, how the women in Dublin were. 
Sophisticated and beautiful and elegant and poised. Remember that 
department store we went into that you had to pay two pounds to use 
the bathroom? Like that. Wasn't Mary like that?" 
"Yeah, I see what you mean. She was pretty dressed up. But I 
don't see why it's so hard to believe that she would live here." 
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Beth found that she couldn't exactly explain her concern over 
Mary's living arrangements, but she couldn't stop wondering either. "Do 
you suppose she's married to some farmer around here? I didn't notice if 
she was wearing a wedding band or not. What do you suppose you have 
to do to get a job in a castle?" 
Ryan thought for a moment. Beth smiled at his knotted brow. She 
appreciated his willingness to go along on her tangents. Finally he 
answered. "I bet working in a castle in Ireland is the same as working at 
a gas station in Lipton, Iowa. Don't you think? It's like an after-school 
job for teenagers." 
"No, that couldn't be. She's at least our age, if not older. That'd 
make her like Tracie Crumb, living in a trailer with her 40-year-old lover 
and their two kids. No, Mary's not like that." 
"Yeah, you're right. I bet to work in a castle you have to have a 
degree in history or something. Yeah, I bet she went to college and then 
came back to work in the castle." 
Even though she was looking off down the street, Beth felt Ryan 
watching her, gauging her response. 
She chewed on her bottom lip, thought about Mary's situation, 
before she frowned. "That's worse. That's so much worse. Just think if 
she'd had that small taste of the outside world, and then gave it all up to 
come back to Kilkenny. What a waste." 
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Ryan opened the heavy wooden door to a pub that advertised 
lunch specials in the window. 
Beth let Ryan order their food at the bar while she found a booth 
that faced the window so they could see out onto the street. "Just don't 
get anything too weird," she said. 
He returned with a pint of Guinness and a Coke. 
"Are you sure you don't want one, too?" Ryan took off his coat and 
laid it on the bench across from Beth. 
"Coke is fine. Maybe I'll try a sip of yours," she told him. 
"You're not really depressed about that tour guide, are you? I'm 
sure she's very happy with her job and where she lives. She looked 
happy." Ryan sat down next to Beth so that they both faced the window 
and their shoulders touched. He always sat next to her and it was one of 
the things she found most charming about Ryan. 
She reached up and fingered his short blond hair. "No, I'm not. 
I'm fine. I'm not depressed about anything. This is our honeymoon, 
after all. I'm as happy as I could be." She let her hand move down to the 
collar of his button-down shirt. Professionally pressed, heavy starch. 
They had actually been married for nearly two months even though 
they were only now taking their honeymoon. The trip was funded mostly 
by a generous wedding gift from Ryan's parents. Since the money had 
been a surprise, they cancelled their original honeymoon weekend in 
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Kansas City, Missouri, and, on the advice of their parents, planned a 
three week trip to England and Ireland instead. 
"The last thing you want to do is go to the continent. Paris is so 
dirty and besides you don't know a lick of French. It's so much more 
convenient to go someplace where they speak English," Ryan's mother 
had advised. 
Neither Beth nor Ryan had taken more than the required two years 
of Spanish in high school. Beth had considered taking more in college-
a friend told her that it wasn't as hard as she thought-but she couldn't 
find the time in her schedule. Besides, for the last year, she had been 
planning the wedding. She just didn't want to put any more stress on 
herself. 
Now that they were here, Beth was glad they had heeded her 
mother-in-Iaw's advice. She thought of how easy it had been for them to 
communicate and follow train schedules and make reservations. They 
didn't even need one of those phrasebooks. Once in awhile they had to 
ask someone to repeat something, because of a thick accent, but usually 
it was no worse than watching a James Bond movie. 
It grew darker outside, and Beth watched the reflection of the 
television over the bar grow more distinct in the window. The sound was 
turned down, but Beth could make out soccer players in red and white. 
A few men at the bar cheered and grumbled. 
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Beth tried to look past the reflection of the television to the people 
walking by on the street. Most of them were carrying umbrellas now, but 
Beth couldn't actually see raindrops. A woman with long brown curls 
springing from under a black hat came out of the store across the street 
followed by two children. The children were holding suckers out under 
the rain and licking them. The mother tightened her long black coat 
around her and waved to the children to follow her, then strode away 
while they ran to keep up, still holding their suckers out away from them 
to catch the rain. 
"Do you realize that we can do that now?" 
"Kids, you mean?" Beth assumed Ryan had been watching the 
same scene she had. 
"Yeah, we're legit. We could have a baby right now if we wanted 
and no one would think twice about it." 
Beth was quiet for a moment. "Actually, our parents would 
probably be thrilled." 
"We meet all the requirements-we're married, we've finished 
college, we have jobs. What else is there?" 
Beth couldn't think of anything. The bartender arrived with their 
food. He wiped his hands on a towel tucked into his waistband and 
smiled at them from behind a thick gray beard. "Need anything else?" 
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Beth shook her head, and he returned to the soccer game. "You 
know, I don't feel old enough to have kids, do you? It was always 
something I pictured doing in the future." She thought of Ryan's 
requirements. "I guess this is the future. I'm almost twenty-three." 
The heavy wooden door opened and a girl walked in out of the rain. 
She unfastened her backpack and rested it against the bar. Her hair was 
wild-long light brown spirals that piled on top of each other until the 
whole thing was nearly as wide as her shoulders. When she ordered a 
pint of Guinness, Beth could tell that she was a native English speaker, 
but she couldn't quite place the accent. The girl wore jeans and an army 
green denim coat and a hat that matched. The hat was soaked so that 
the wide brim lay flat against her hair. 
Beth stopped with a chip held to her lips. She was listening, 
waiting to hear the bartender turn the girl away. There was no way she 
was old enough to be drinking. But instead he said something Beth 
couldn't quite make out and the girl laughed in an easy, comfortable 
way. Beth dropped her chip into the basket and nudged Ryan. 
"What do you think of that?" 
Ryan looked over his shoulder, following the roll of Beth's eyes, to 
see the bartender slide the pint across the bar to the girl. 
"Yeah, she's cute." 
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Beth nudged him again, hard. "That's not what I'm talking about. 
She can't be old enough to drink." 
"1 was kidding." He grinned and held up his hands. 
The girl let out a shout at something on the television. Both Beth 
and Ryan turned around and watched her sit down at the bar and take a 
long drink of the Guinness and wipe her top lip with the back of her 
hand. "Can you believe that?" 
A red-faced old man at the end of the bar set his glass down and 
turned to her, too. "And what'd Spain ever do for you, missy?" 
Beth was afraid and embarrassed for the scene the girl was 
causing, but then the old man smiled at the girl. 
The girl laughed. "What did Spain ever do for me? What did 
France ever do for you?" She took another swallow. 
"Ah, you got me there. Just something about those Spaniards 
that's too flashy for me." He winked. 
"Maybe on the football field, but they're pretty friendly in person. 
But not nearly as friendly as the Irish, of course." 
Beth thought the old man blushed. He looked down into his pint. 
Ryan was eating again, but Beth listened to the conversation, her 
body twisted in the booth. 
"Where do you suppose she's from?" Beth whispered to Ryan. 
"What? 1 can't hear you." 
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Beth sighed and turned around in her seat. "Where do you 
suppose she's from? I can't place that accent. Can you?" 
"Sounds Australian to me. You know, Mel Gibson." 
The bartender had joined the conversation between the old man 
and the girl. They were talking about her living in Spain. 
"I was going to go all the way down the coast, but I just couldn't 
leave Barcelona. That's as far south as I got," she said. 
The bartender took his towel out of his waistband and began 
wiping the bar with it. "But why Spain in the first place?" 
"Actually, some people I met in Nice told me it was worth the trip. 
They had just come from Spain. So I went." 
"Just like that, you went? What do your parents think of this? 
Don't they get worried about their little girl out wandering around in 
Spain by herself?" 
"I'm an adult. I graduated last year." A note of defiance crept into 
her tone. 
The bartender and the old man exchanged glances. "So where's 
home?" 
"My family lives near Christchurch, in New Zealand. But I haven't 
decided where I'll end up. I've always dreamed of coming here, and now 
I'm here, so maybe I'll stick around-get a job or something." 
"Kilkenny's your dream, eh?" The bartender laughed. 
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"Not Kilkenny necessarily, but Ireland." 
Ryan tapped Beth on the shoulder. "Are you about ready to go? 
You haven't finished your food." 
"Shh. I'm listening." 
"Listening to what?" 
"Shh." 
The bartender asked the girl where she was staying in Kilkenny. 
Beth hoped that she'd mention the same bed and breakfast that she and 
Ryan were staying at. She wanted to talk to this girl, but she wouldn't 
do it here, at the pub, with the bartender and the old man listening. 
Maybe if the girl was staying at the bed and breakfast, she would run 
into her in the dining room or the hallway. Beth imagined that she 
would stop her and say, "Didn't we see you downtown this morning? 
Yes, I'm sure it was you. Didn't you tell the bartender that you were 
from New Zealand? How did you get all the way up here all by yourself? 
Weren't you scared? Didn't anything bad happen to you? Did you ever 
get lonely? Where did you find the courage to just do these amazing 
things all by yourself?" 
But the girl told the bartender that she was just on her way 
through. "I caught a ride from Dublin with Mrs. Deane. She told me to 
come here for something to drink and maybe to find someone who was 
heading south. I'm hoping to get to Cork. You know anyone?" 
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Ryan got up from the booth, and Beth was right behind him. He 
slipped his jacket on. "Ready?" 
Beth nodded and looked back at the girl at the bar. She was 
watching the soccer game and didn't look over. 
Ryan held out her jacket. "You know, honey, maybe we should 
stop in across the street and get an umbrella before we get your skirt. It 
doesn't look like it's going to stop raining anytime soon, and we've been 
dodging rain ever since we got here. Besides, what better place to buy an 
umbrella than Ireland? Then, I promise, we will find you the most 
beautiful skirt in town. Alright?" He leaned down and kissed the tip of 
her nose. 
Beth took his hand and followed him out of the pub into the rain. 
The inside of the store resembled a department store back home 
except half of it was stocked with groceries. They found accessories at 
the far end of the women's clothing. 
"Which one do you think? Flowers or plaid? You have better taste 
than I do." 
Beth stared at the umbrellas Ryan was dangling in front of her. 
She didn't feel like shopping anymore. Finally she pointed at the one 
with flowers. "This one, I guess." 
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On the street, Ryan opened the umbrella. "This one's pretty, isn't 
it? I'm glad we got this one. Come on." He put his arm around Beth 
and held the umbrella above the two of them. 
Beth looked up. "It's kind of small, isn't it? Maybe we should have 
opened it before we bought it." 
To both fit under the umbrella they had to walk hip to hip down 
the sidewalk. Ryan put his arm around Beth's shoulder and held the 
umbrella with the other. Beth saw their reflection in the window of the 
pub and tried to imagine what the two of them must look like from inside 
that window. 
She saw in that reflection what she was, what she wasn't, and 
what she never would be. She knew that a pretty skirt, a sturdy 
umbrella and a bed and breakfast in Kilkenny, Ireland was as far from 
home as she'd ever get. Her future was settled. She broke free of Ryan's 
embrace and walked a few paces ahead. 
"Where are you going? You're getting all wet." 
"I'm fine," Beth said. "Really." But she didn't look back at Ryan, 
knowing that the look in his eyes would make her slide right back under 
that umbrella, knowing that she would find it comfortable to be out of 
the rain. 
40 
OUT OF STATE 
"Bill, I forgot my apron again. Could you open up the breakroom 
for me so I can get the one I used yesterday?" I had been back home 
from college, back at work for over a week and this was the most obvious 
way my inability to adjust showed itself. I'd worn the extra store apron 
six of the seven times I'd worked. 
Bill exhaled loudly and then smiled. "Sure." He pulled his key 
ring out of the front pocket of his black Dockers. "You might as well just 
keep that apron. At least take it home, it could probably stand to be 
washed," he said over his shoulder as he pulled the padlock away from 
the breakroom door. 
"But then I'd just forget it." 
Bill swung the door open. 
"Thanks." I picked up the apron, clocked in, and headed up Aisle 
1, past the produce. A blond kid with acne and an earring was setting 
out lettuce. I didn't recognize him from last year. 
Bill followed me up to the registers. "Why don't you just stay on 
register one today. We'll keep two closed up, since Jillian's got the day 
off. Give me a call when you need a break and I'll come cover for you." 
Bill had graduated a couple years before me and seemed destined 
to work at Lafferty's forever. Instead of going to college, he asked for full-
time hours. And now he was twenty-three, mostly bald and assistant 
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manager. He had keys to everything in the store and a potbelly from too 
much potato salad from the deli. He was great to work for and I thought 
he had tried to ask me out a couple of times, but I would never say yes, 
mostly because he thought that Lafferty's was everything. He thought he 
had it made-that four aisle store was as far as he could see. Although 
he had recently divulged that he'd been considering taking a business 
course or two at the community college in the fall. 
Before he shuffled back down Aisle 1, Bill pulled out his key ring 
again and unlocked the front door. "Have a good day, Gwen." 
* 
Lafferty's regular customers were the very old and the very young. 
Elderly widowers smiled toothlessly and asked me to write out their 
checks for them, signed with shaky signatures that sloped down below 
the line. And children in swimming suits and bare feet, buying lollipops 
and gum and pop, counted out warm nickels and pennies into my hand. 
The bulk of the population of Clayton opted for the twenty minute drive 
into Des Moines and super Hy-Vee's for their groceries. I rarely saw 
anyone I knew from school in Lafferty's, so I was surprised to see Lee 
Webster walk up to the register with a six pack that afternoon. 
Bill had just given me my lunch break and he was in the back 
working on payroll. The blond stocker, Tim was his name, was on his 
break, so I was alone in the front. I knew Lee, knew that he had 
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graduated with me last year, but I didn't know if he recognized me. I had 
never actually spoken to him before, so I couldn't imagine that he 
expected me to do him any favors. 
He set the Old Milwaukee on the counter and reached into his 
back pocket for his wallet. His brown hair covered his eyes as he leafed 
through his money. He hadn't even looked at me yet. 
With a five in his hand he looked up and smiled. His eyes widened 
and he said, "Hey, 1 know you. You're ... " He waved the five up and down 
and squinted. 
1 pulled at the front of my apron, to show him my name tag, then 
realized that it was attached to my apron at home. "Gwen. Gwen 
Sinclair. We were in the same class." 
"Yeah, Gwen. Gwen. Good to see you. How're you doing?" He 
was still holding the five out to me, even though I hadn't rung up the 
beer yet. 
"I don't suppose you have an ID for this?" 1 hardly ever carded 
people, but I was insulted that he just assumed I would sell to him. 
He winked and said that he guessed he left it at home. 
"Listen, they've really toughened up the laws on this. If 1 get 
caught, it's a $500 fine that I have to pay. Personally. Come on." He 
didn't even flinch. So I continued. "I'm a poor college student now. 1 
can't afford five hundred bucks." 
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"Dh yeah, sure." He folded the five in half and pushed it into his 
front pocket. He smiled and leaned in over the counter. "I understand." 
He winked again, still smiling, and picked up the six pack. Then he 
walked to the door. "Thanks, Gwen." He pushed open the door with his 
free hand and waved as it slammed behind him. 
I didn't even move from my register. 
* 
1 was nervous the rest of the afternoon. I kept expecting Bill to 
come to the front of the store shaking his head. "I hate to be the one to 
do this, but I have to let you go. Mr. Lafferty puts a lot of trust in me 
and I just can't ignore that." I worried that one of the stocker boys had 
heard or seen something. For awhile, I managed to convince myself that 
Mr. Lafferty had had a security camera installed. I inspected the ceiling, 
but saw nothing new. I kept thinking that I should be furious, maybe I 
should call the police myself to keep from being implicated, but I didn't. 
I trembled, deep down, a little excited by the whole event. 
But I didn't know what I'd do if he came in again. I certainly 
wasn't going to lose my job over a little excitement. I needed this job. 
* 
I was exhausted when I got home a half hour late. I didn't have 
anything to do that night, but I didn't feel like hanging around at the 
store any longer. The girls who were supposed to come in at four didn't 
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show up until four fifteen and then took their time getting clocked in and 
putting on their aprons and getting to the front of the store. I smiled at 
them and tried to remember that they were only sixteen-the same age 
as my sister. I couldn't expect them to act any more maturely than she 
did, could I? Bill told me that he had to schedule them at the same time 
even though evenings were slower than days, because if one wasn't there 
to keep the other company, she'd head back to the deli to talk to whoever 
was working and not watch the front of the store. And he couldn't fire 
them because the blond one was the boss's niece and it was her father 
who, for an exceptionally reasonable price, had sold the property that the 
store sat on. 
The house was silent when I walked in even though my mom's car 
was in the garage. I looked down the hallway and noticed that both my 
parents' and my sister's bedroom doors were closed. Odd. I went into 
myoId room to change. 
My stuff was still in boxes or bags; I hadn't unpacked. I just 
couldn't find the energy or a good reason. I knew I'd be leaving again in 
a few months and there just didn't seem to be any purpose in trying to 
make this room feel like my room again. The curtains were new and the 
carpet had been pulled up to reveal a slightly shabby hardwood floor. 
The rug beside the bed matched the curtains and the bedspread. I had 
taken all of my special sentimental things with me to my dorm and to 
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display them again on the now empty dresser seemed silly. I had 
unpacked only a handful of outfits (which hung in the side of the closet 
not full of everyone's winter coats) and my brush and two barrettes. 
I was sure that my mother hadn't redone myoId bedroom to make 
me uncomfortable-exactly the opposite. She probably thought she was 
doing me a favor and keeping herself occupied. Occupying herself 
seemed to be one of her big projects these days. Not only had I left for 
college, but my sister just got her driver's license and played every sport 
possible, and my dad seemed to be working later and later every night. 
She had written me a letter just before spring break telling me all of this 
and that she had just realized that she had no hobbies nor any 
confidantes. She said that was important for her to keep herself busy. 
I decided to take advantage of the unusual stillness of the house 
and grabbed Pride and Prejudice-the first book on my suggested 
summer reading list from my English teacher-and got comfortable on 
the sofa in the living room. 
* 
I only got to read for an hour or so before my sister came out of her 
room, the volume turned up so high on her walkman that I could hear 
the music as soon as she opened the door. I stared at her as she walked 
through the living room, into the kitchen, and she stared back and 
mouthed the words with exaggerated motions. I rolled my eyes and 
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looked back to my book. I heard cupboards open and close and cans 
thunk down onto the counter. 
I folded the corner of my page and marched into the kitchen. 
"What are you doing?" I asked, but she had her back turned to me 
and didn't even see me come in the room. She turned around and nearly 
spilled the open can of soup she held. I'd startled her, but she recovered 
quickly and started to sing. 
"What are you doing?" I said it very slowly this time, enunciating 
my words as grotesquely as she had been singing earlier. 
She pursed her lips and squinted her eyes. Then she pointed to 
her headphones. I glared at her until she slid a headphone back behind 
one ear. 
"What are you doing?" 
"What's it look like I'm doing? I'm making myself some supper." 
"What about Mom? Isn't she cooking tonight?" I knew the routine. 
"Oh no, I don't think Mom will be cooking tonight." 
I waited for her to finish, but she didn't. 
"Erin!" 
"What?" 
"Why not?" 
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"Gh, let's just say she's not in a very good mood today, okay? You 
should make yourself something, too." She slid the headphone forward 
again and stirred her chicken noodle soup. 
I went back to my mom's room and knocked lightly on the door. 
She didn't answer, but I thought I heard her sigh. I opened the door a 
crack. "Mom?" 
She was lying on her back with the heels of her palms pressed into 
her eyes. Her chest heaved quickly three times and she made a choking 
sound, then repeated the sigh I had heard before. I wanted to crawl onto 
the bed next to her and put my arms around her and say something 
soothing or something funny to make her smile, but instead I pulled the 
door closed carefully and went back to my book in the living room. 
* 
As soon as my father's car pulled in the drive at eight thirty, my 
sister ran out to greet him and kissed him quickly on the cheek. He 
handed her his keys and she got in where he'd just gotten out and drove 
away. 
My dad nodded to me when he came in the front door. I still held 
my book open in front of me, but had given up reading long before. 
"How's it going, Gwen?" My father loosened his tie. "Where's your 
mom?" 
"I think she's back in the bedroom." 
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I heard her yell as soon as the bedroom door clicked open. I 
couldn't understand the words, only that they were interrupted every so 
often by his muffled responses, strained and apologetic. He never raised 
his voice and she never lowered hers. 
I tried to concentrate on my book, but Jane Austen was too mild to 
compete with them, so I finally turned on the television. I wanted to turn 
the volume all the way up, but I didn't want to make them aware that I 
could hear them-I just didn't want to hear. 
* 
When my mother came out her face was red and swollen and her 
voice unnaturally calm. 
"So, how about some dinner? I'm starving." She patted her hair. 
I looked at the clock on the VCR. It read 9: 15. 
"Sounds great." Actually I felt more than a little sick to my 
stomach, but now that there was peace, I wasn't going to be the one to 
spoil it. 
She started to walk into the kitchen and stopped. "By the way, 
when do you have to work tomorrow? I made a hair appointment, so I'll 
need my car, but your sister has one of her softball games at the same 
time and needs a car, too. I was thinking that she could drop you off in 
the morning and pick you up after her game. You don't care if she drives 
your car, do you?" 
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* 
I was nearly late. First she forgot her shoes. Then, when she was 
running inside, the phone rang and she talked for over five minutes. 
Then she remembered that she wanted to bring some gift that she'd 
bought for a teammate the night before. Then she took what had to be 
the longest conceivable route to the store. 
I couldn't prove that she was doing any of this on purpose, but I 
suspected it. I couldn't understand why she had to be so nasty to me, I 
thought that this should have been a time when we should talk to each 
other. I knew she knew more about what was going on between my 
parents than I did, but she mostly acted like she couldn't stand the sight 
of me, so I wasn't going to beg her for information. I was older after all. 
I reminded her four times that I got off at eight, but something 
about the way she was chomping her gum made me sure she hadn't 
heard me once. 
* 
At eight thirty I stood outside Lafferty's, my apron slung over my 
shoulder. I thought about going back in and calling my mom, but I 
remembered what my mom had been doing at eight thirty the night 
before. I leaned against the yellow stacks of water softener salt and 
waited for my sister. 
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I thought back to my track days and tried to estimate just how far 
ten miles was and how long it would take to walk it down the highway. A 
beat up Caprice with little or no muffler rumbled through the stop sign at 
the corner. About halfway up the next block, the brake lights lit up, a 
clear bulb shining through the broken red plastic on the driver's side, 
once quickly and then again longer. The engine revved up and the car 
sped away with a small trail of white smoke behind it. 
"Idiot," I muttered. 
A minute later the car came back down the block and turned into 
the parking lot without slowing down. It was Lee Webster. He pulled up 
next to me, and with his elbow resting on the rolled down window asked 
me if I wanted to go for a ride. 
I started to smile, the whole idea seemed really funny to me, then I 
remembered that I was mad at him for stealing that beer and putting my 
job in jeopardy. I tried to think of something snotty to say, but as usual I 
couldn't come up with anything. I looked back to the empty road. 
"Sure." 
He leaned over to the passenger side and began throwing things in 
the back seat-clothes mostly and one greasy towel and a couple of cans, 
which I noticed were the same brand as the ones he had taken from the 
store. 
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He asked me where I wanted to go, but I said I didn't care, so he 
just drove. I kind of hoped that he'd leave town-I didn't want to drive 
past my sister if she ever got around to picking me up-but he didn't. 
We drove all over town, down every street, but we didn't see her. We 
talked, or mostly he talked, but I only half-listened to what he said. I 
was thinking about my sister waiting in the parking lot at Lafferty's and 
hoping that she was as mad as I had been. 
I finally figured out that he was saying things to impress me, 
things which didn't really impress me, but I decided I liked the idea all 
the same. He pointed out the houses of all the people he knew. When he 
drove past Sonny Ocher's house, Homecoming King and state 
championship wrestler, I knew he was making things up. He seemed to 
forget that I had been in the same class as he was. I knew who Lee's 
friends were and weren't. Lee was one of the bad boys. He and his 
friends wore leather jackets, skipped class and strutted through the halls 
with their hands shoved deep in their jeans pockets. 
I looked at him closely for the first time. He had thick brown hair 
that was short in back, but long on top, so long he had to keep pushing 
it out of his eyes. His skin was darker than mine-tan already in May. 
And he wore jeans that were frayed at the cuffs and nearly worn through 
at the knees, some leather hiking boots that I knew were cheap 
imitations of Eastlands and a black T-shirt from a Garth Brooks concert. 
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He looked rough and I thought of how different he was from anyone else I 
knew. I tried to think of how my friends would act if they knew where I 
was. I pictured poor Bill with a big pout on his face. But it felt good, I 
felt good, I was going to enjoy this guy who was wild and who was lying 
to impress me. 
* 
I finally asked him to take me home about ten. I directed him 
down the long gravel road that led to my house. When we pulled in the 
drive, I realized that the exhaust was loud enough to be heard inside the 
house, so I was ready to run in before anyone got curious and looked out 
the window. I had the door open when Lee took my arm, just above the 
wrist. 
"Gwen, I had a wonderful time," Lee said slowly. I looked at him 
and saw that his eyes were wide and earnest. I looked away, 
embarrassed and unconvinced. I hadn't said more than two words the 
whole time except to give him directions to my house. I got out of the car 
and closed the door, but it bounced open. 
"You have to shut it hard," he said. 
I pulled it open and slammed it as hard as I could. It latched 
loosely. 
"Good enough." He revved the engine and put it in reverse, kicking 
up a few rocks. 
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* 
We went driving every night for a week. At least every night that I 
worked. I still wasn't talking much-I just didn't think that anything I 
would have to talk about would be right. I drove with Lee and pretended 
that I was someone else, someone who didn't get good grades, who didn't 
work all summer instead of tanning and gossiping and going to the 
beach. I pretended I was bad, or at least a little bit more than I really 
was. We finally made out on Wednesday, parked in the alley behind 
Jake's Auto Supply and I let myself be carried away by the fervor of his 
kisses, the heat of his hand on my breast. 
The next night when I climbed into the car in the parking lot of 
Lafferty's, he didn't put the car in gear, but stared at the wheel. 
"Gwen, I have something important to ask you." 
Everything was so dramatic with Lee, and that was one of the 
things I enjoyed. Sometimes I wanted to shake him and tell him to tell 
me things straight, not to dramatize and overact so much, but mostly I 
pretended I was a beautiful actress in a very serious movie. So I waited 
for him to get through his little monologue and tell me what was so 
important. 
"Gwen, I'm going to be going out of town for awhile. Some friends 
of mine in Springfield, Missouri have invited me down to visit them." He 
sighed loudly and I nearly laughed. He lifted my hand and kissed the 
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back of it. "And I said yes. So I have to leave-tomorrow. I'll never 
forget this week we've had." 
He bit his lower lip and looked away. "But, Gwen, I don't want to 
leave you. I want you to come with me. I wouldn't be able to enjoy 
myself unless you were there. I know I would think about you the whole 
time. Please, will you come with me? I promise you'll love it. Josy says 
that it's beautiful. There's a beach nearby." He looked back at me and 
opened his eyes wide. 
I smiled. Suddenly it all sounded terribly romantic and I wanted to 
go more than anything. An adventure. It would be a story I could tell for 
years-how I just up and left the state one day on a whim. No one could 
have predicted it, no one would have expected it of me. 
"Of course I'll go. What would I do here without you?" I knew I 
wasn't as good at those romantic lines as Lee was, but he seemed 
pleased with my attempt. 
"Great. I'll pick you up tomorrow morning. First thing." 
* 
I almost chickened out twice-once when I told my mom and again 
when I called Bill. I tried to be nonchalant with my mother, referring 
vaguely to a friend. I had imagined a scene of rebelliousness and yelling 
and me standing up for my decision. But she looked more sad and 
confused than I expected her to and not nearly as angry. And the worst 
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part was that she didn't say a word, which made me stutter and 
overexplain. 
I hadn't even planned on calling Bill. I'd already proven to be a 
terrible liar, so I thought it would be easier just to not show up for a few 
days. Actually I wasn't even scheduled to work over the weekend, so 
there was only that day, Friday, to worry about-assuming I came back 
after the weekend. But, after waiting for Lee for nearly four hours and 
picking up and hanging up the receiver dozens of times, I finally dialed 
Lafferty's. I told Bill I was sick and tried to make my voice sound like it 
used to when I convinced my parents to let me stay home from school. I 
apologized seven times, hating my cowardice each time. 
Lee finally arrived at a little after one. I didn't ask him why he was 
late and he didn't apologize, but mumbled a weak excuse that I chose not 
to listen to. I was still pretending that this was going to be the perfect 
romantic weekend. I climbed into the Caprice and tossed my bag into 
the backseat. 
Lee leaned over and kissed me softly. "This is going to be great. I 
can tell already." 
* 
It was my second time out of state, the first without my parents, 
and I knew the instant we crossed the border. Even if I hadn't been 
counting down the miles, reading each little green sign carefully, I would 
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have known. The landscape was lusher and fuller and fresher. The trees 
were bigger and the grass was greener and everything was so much more 
alive. I forgot about the guilt I'd felt lying to my mother and leaving Bill 
without a cashier for the day shift. I left all that in Iowa-I was in 
Missouri now. 
We drove with all four windows down and even though I knew it'd 
be tangled mess, I left my hair down. I rested my elbow on the door and 
loved the feeling of the sun burning my arm. I even took my sandals off 
and put my feet up on the dash. Lee put in an old Garth Brooks tape 
and he sang along. We stopped every hour or so at a truck stop to put 
water in the radiator and buy Mountain Dew. 
* 
The house was dark when we arrived, not even the porch light was 
on. 
"Are you sure this is the right place?" I suspected that Lee had 
been lost several different times. 
"Oh yeah. This is it. Josy and Mick were going out tonight. Hope 
they remembered to leave the door unlocked." 
When I saw that he was serious enough to open the screen door, I 
grabbed our bags out of the back seat and got out of the car. A dog 
barked from the far end of the yard. 
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"Buttons, shut up," Lee yelled. His voice startled me more than 
the dog had. 
"Y ou know the dog?" 
"Oh sure, Josy had Buttons back when she lived in Walton." 
The door was unlocked. Lee took my hand and led me through the 
kitchen. Dishes stacked in the sink spilled out onto the counter and 
were beginning to smell. Two ashtrays, both half full, sat side by side on 
the center of the stove. Lee passed all these things without looking, but 
stopped once he reached the living room. He took a long look around the 
dark room. At one end was a dining room table littered with newspapers 
and junk mail and paper plates. At the other end was a TV. Between 
them was a strategically placed sofa that separated the living room from 
the dining room, making it nearly impossible to pass between the two. 
The only other piece of furniture was a heavy coffee table with a large, 
crystal ashtray. 
"Well, I guess we just make ourselves at home." Lee found a 
remote control on the arm of the sofa and turned on the TV. Then he sat 
and tugged me down next to him. I felt awkward, but I told myself that 
we were expected and welcome. This house belonged to Lee's friends. 
He put one arm around me and flipped stations with the other, 
finally settling on an old black and white John Wayne movie. Then he 
kissed me until it was over. 
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* 
Sleeping arrangements were a little more awkward than I'd 
imagined. Josy and Mick still weren't home by the time the movie was 
over and we were both yawning. But, as usual, Lee took care of the 
awkwardness. He led me down the hallway, opening doors until we 
found the bathroom so I could change. Then he took his bag and started 
searching for the guest room. 
"Josy said she'd fIx it up for us," he said. 
I peeked around the doorway to see where he went then closed the 
door to the bathroom. 
It felt like I spent forever in there. I brushed my teeth, brushed my 
hair, scrutinized my face in the yellow light of the bare 60 watt bulb 
protruding above the mirror. I didn't know whether I wanted to sleep 
with him or not. I fInally convinced myself that this was all part of the 
plan, or lack of a plan. I couldn't back out now. Besides, what would 
Lee think if I didn't after all this? Of course I would have sex with him. 
The rest of the trip would be too awkward if I didn't. 
The lights were already off inside the spare room. A couple chairs 
and dusty boxes had been pushed off to the sides of the room and Lee 
lay across a sort of nest of blankets in the middle of the floor. He was 
naked, I could tell, underneath the sheet that rested over his legs and 
torso. His hands were behind his head. 
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"So?" he said and smiled. 
"So." I tried to smile, too. I knelt beside him, sat back on my feet. 
I clasped my hands on my lap. I adjusted my nightshirt, a suddenly 
hideous, blue cotton thing that I had somehow imagined was cute when I 
packed it. 
"You look beautiful." Lee put his hand to my cheek. He sat up 
and kissed me, putting his other hand to my face, tenderly. 
"Are you on the pill?" he whispered as he kissed my ear. 
What was the right answer to that question? I felt like I should 
explain, but somehow I knew that Lee wasn't interested. I nodded, and 
he slid his hands up under my nightshirt. 
* 
I stayed awake long after Lee was snoring lightly beside me. When 
I woke up the next morning, I found my nightshirt under a chair at the 
side of the room and pulled it on. I folded the blankets down carefully 
and stood up on the makeshift bed. Lee let out a long breath and rolled 
onto his side, his hair slipping down over his eyes. 
I was hoping to get into the bathroom and have a little time alone 
to clean up and think about everything before everyone woke up, but as 
soon as I stepped into the hallway, I ran into the most beautiful real 
person I'd ever seen, wearing a perfectly filled out pink baby doll nightie. 
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I readjusted my nightshirt and then crossed my arms in front of me. The 
nightshirt seemed even shabbier than it had the night before. 
"You must be Gwen." I couldn't read her tone, but she wasn't as 
bubbly as she looked. She stood a good five inches taller than me, and 
unnaturally round breasts bulged over the top of her nightgown. "So I 
suppose the two of you will be staying here for a few days." 
I nodded. 
"Oh. If you guys are up to eating, I'm going in to fix some 
breakfast for Mick, so come on out, if you want." She started to walk 
away, then stopped. "By the way, Mick and I are having a little party 
tonight. Since you're going to be here, you might as well come." 
As she walked away I thought of how Lee had pointed out Sonny 
Ocher's house. I wondered if these people were Lee's friends the way 
Sonny was. 
I gave up on the idea of spending time alone-decided that maybe 
it was better not to think about the weekend too carefully-and went 
back into the spare bedroom. 
Lee was already up pulling on a pair of jeans. "Did Josy say that 
breakfast was ready?" 
I put on shorts and a T-shirt before we went out to the living room. 
Mick was sitting at the table. He had cowlicks on the back of his 
head and was balding on top, although I wouldn't have guessed him 
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more than thirty. An open can of Budweiser sat next to his bowl of Cap'n 
Crunch. He rested his cheek on his fist, as if he were still half asleep, 
and the beginnings of a dark beard showed on the part of his face that 
was visible. He raised his eyes when we came in, but didn't say 
anything, just shoved a spoonful of cereal in his mouth with his free 
hand. Josy came out of the kitchen, still in her pink nightie. 
"Good morning, Lee, you sleepyhead. And Gwen. What would you 
two like?" Her voice was sweeter than the choices she gave us for 
breakfast. 
1 poured stale Frosted Flakes into the yellow plastic bowl she 
supplied and chewed them slowly, careful of the expression on my face. 
The milk's warmth worried me. 
Lee ate eagerly. In the middle of his second bowl, with a full 
mouth, he asked the group what we were going to do that day. 
Mick stood up and disappeared down the hallway, fingering a tear 
in the back of his boxers. 
Josy didn't seem to notice Mick's abrupt departure. She smiled at 
Lee and said, "I don't know, what do you want to do?" 
"Gwen, what do you think?" Lee smiled back at Josy. 
"I don't know." 
"Wait, what about the beach? You know, Josy, the one with the 
waterfall that you showed me. Didn't I tell you about it, Gwen?" 
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"What a wonderful idea," sighed Josy. 
* 
I didn't see Mick again before we left. Josy yelled that we were 
leaving, then slammed the back door. We took her car, a white Honda. I 
offered to sit in the back. 
The beach really did have a waterfall. I had never seen anything 
like it. Sand castles and lounge chairs were scattered along the water. 
Josy peeled off her cut-off jeans and T-shirt, revealing even more of 
the perfectly tanned body from that morning and a white bikini with 
black polka dots. She kicked off her thongs and dropped her towel. 
wide. 
"See you in the water," she called as she bounced across the sand. 
"So what do you think? Isn't this great?" Lee spread his arms 
I wasn't really listening, I was watching Josy frolic in the water, as 
was the rest of the beach. I was thinking that it had been two days since 
I'd shaved my legs. 
Lee put his arms around me and kissed the tip of my nose. "I'm so 
glad you came down here with me. This is perfect. I couldn't be 
happier." 
I felt a knot in my stomach, but I closed my eyes and tried to think 
how romantic this was. He kissed me again, then stood back and took 
his shirt off. 
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"Let's go under the waterfall, babe." 
I nodded and stripped down to my bathing suit, a plain black tank. 
"Wow, you look great." 
The waterfall was a six foot drop that ran at a 45° angle from the 
beach. The rush of water was not particularly strong; naked children 
played where it poured into the pool below. But it was thick. I could see 
through it, but the rock and the children inside were distorted and their 
noise muffled. Lee went through first, holding my hand. I could see him 
inside, nodding his head, pushing his hair out of his eyes. He tugged at 
my arm. I closed my eyes and stepped in. It was so much like glass, I 
expected to bounce off, but I slipped right through. It didn't hurt at all. 
Once inside we kissed long enough that the children under the 
waterfall began to giggle and whisper and finally left. I lost myself in it, 
let him put his hands all over me. I felt beautiful. 
* 
When we got home, Mick sat in the front yard in a lawn chair. His 
feet were stuck in a blue plastic wading pool and he had a Budweiser in 
his hand. A purebred Dalmatian, tied to a tree, ran circles as large as 
her chain would allow. Each lap was a little shorter than the one before, 
but she always reached the pool. Each time she galloped through it and 
splashed Mick, he leaned up and cursed and kicked the water, but she 
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would be off on the other side of the tree, and the water would land 
softly, harmlessly, in the grass. 
When we pulled in, the dog's tail shook even more frantically than 
before and she barked, watching the car as she continued her lap. The 
edge of the pool caught her leg halfway up and she dove nose-first into 
the six inches of water. She flipped over and regained her footing quickly 
and shook, looking dazed. Josy threw the car into park and jumped out. 
"Buttons, sweetie! Are you okay? Is mama's little puppy okay?" 
She knelt and embraced the wet dog. The dog panted and licked her 
face. 
"The dog's fine, dammit." Mick kicked the water again, this time 
reaching his target, splashing both J osy and the dog. 
"Mick, stop." 
Lee leaned over to me and whispered, "That is one good-looking 
dog." 
* 
Lee suggested a walk later. Josy was cleaning the house for the 
party and Mick had gone for beer. We held hands as we walked. 
"I have something to tell you," Lee said in the same voice he'd 
used in his car before telling me that he was coming down here. 
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I thought maybe he was going to let me in on whatever was 
between him and Josy, and I wasn't sure that I wanted to hear the 
details. 
"I didn't just come down here to visit some friends." He took a 
deep breath and stopped walking. "I'm thinking about moving down here 
permanently." I could tell he was waiting for my reaction, but I looked 
away, unsure of what kind of a response he expected. 
He started walking again. "I figure I can stay with Josy and Mick 
for a couple weeks, maybe a month, until I've earned enough money for 
my own place. Mick works in construction, you know, and Josy's pretty 
sure that he can get me a job. They'll need people now that summer's 
here. She thinks they'll pay me ten bucks an hour." A tinge of 
excitement crept into his voice, which he immediately corrected. "There's 
nothing left for me up there in Walton. Except you, of course-I don't 
know what I'll do without you." 
I remembered all the houses he had pointed out, all the friends he 
talked of. What about Sonny Ocher? But I decided to keep playing 
along. "Well, I can see that you've got your mind set," I said. "You'll 
write, won't you?" 
* 
When we got back the place was spotless, but Mick had not 
returned. Buttons was inside, running from one end of the house to the 
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other. She stopped and sniffed at a bowl of M&M's each time she passed 
the coffee table. 
"Buttons, cut that out!" Josy walked into the living room wearing a 
white sundress that ended at the middle of her thighs. Her blond hair 
was piled on top of her head and she wore white sandals with heels. I 
felt short as I headed for the spare room to change. 
I put on the nicest pair of shorts I'd brought and my only shirt that 
wasn't aT-shirt. I knew the outfit was no match for Josy's white 
sundress, but I told myself that it didn't have to be. I started folding the 
sheets to try to make some sort of a pile so that I didn't have to walk on 
my "bed" every time I came into the room. When I picked up one of the 
pillows, a condom fell out. 
Something about the sight of that neat little red square on the 
brown shag carpet turned my stomach. I knew that I'd been a fool. That 
condom proved that Lee had known all along that we'd have sex, had 
expected it. What had been such a hard decision, carefully weighed and 
then given giftlike-almost as a favor on my part-had been assumed by 
him. He'd never doubted that I would give in. If I'd said no, I wasn't on 
the pill, he'd have just pulled out that plastic packet and it would have 
solved the problem. He'd probably thought that I was really 
brokenhearted when he gave me his news on our walk. He had no idea 
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that I was playing along with his little drama, that I knew better. He 
thought he'd seduced me. And I was afraid that meant he had. 
I heard giggling from the living room. I shoved the condom inside 
one of the pillowcases and went to see what cute trick Buttons was doing 
now. But when I came out Lee was sitting on the floor in front of the 
couch with a pair of handcuffs, bouncing one cuff in each palm. 
I pushed any thought of the condom out of my head, remembering 
that I was stuck here for another day. I would try to act normal. 
Besides, I couldn't really be mad at him because I had been such an 
idiot. 
"Are those real?" 
"Yeah, they are. Want to see them?" 
The only handcuffs I'd seen were plastic and came with a cap gun 
and holster. I knelt beside him and reached out to take them out of his 
hands. He snapped one cuff onto my wrist. Tight. 
I was startled, but tried to laugh. I'd walked right into it, after all. 
"Ha, ha, very funny. You got me. You can unlock me now." 
"Unlock you?" Lee fastened the other cuff to the leg of the coffee 
table. The leg was hourglass shaped and he secured the cuff around the 
thinnest point. 
"Be careful with the coffee table, Lee. It belonged to Mick's 
grandmother." Josy laughed from the kitchen. 
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"Come on, Lee. Where's the key? Unlock me now. You win." I 
laughed again, but it sounded like I was choking. I forced a smile. There 
was no reason to be afraid. 
"The key? The key? Oh, the key. You want me to give you the 
key? Hmmm, where did I put the key?" Lee stood up and patted his 
pockets. He turned in a circle and looked on the floor. Buttons ran out 
of the kitchen and lunged for the M&M's, right over me. 
"Buttons, get out of there!" Josy stood in the doorway to the 
kitchen, her hands on her hips. "Buttons, I mean it!" 
"The key? Where could I have put that key?" Lee kept searching. 
I tried to get the dog off of me, shoving at her belly with my free 
hand. I pulled my other hand, trying to squeeze my wrist through the 
cuff, hoping that in the commotion, no one would be able to see how 
hard I was pulling. 
Buttons knocked over the bowl of M&M's, and candy cascaded over 
the coffee table, onto the floor, into my lap. She jumped onto the coffee 
table to chase them, and Josy screamed and ran into the living room. I 
ducked as she leaned over me to pick up the dog. 
"Buttons, baby, what are you doing? You'll have to go outside if 
you keep being a bad girl like this." She dragged the dog away into the 
kitchen, grinding M&M's into the carpet with her white heels. 
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"Oh here it is. I think I have .. .I think I put it right here in this 
pocket." I looked up, and Lee reached into his front jeans pocket. "I 
know it's in here somewhere." He wiggled his hips, trying to shove his 
arm in farther. "Nope, guess not. It's not in there. I must have lost it. I 
don't know what ... " 
His sentence trailed off when he looked down at me. I realized that 
I was crying, still pulling at the handcuffs. I knew my wrist would never 
fit, but I couldn't stop pUlling. 
"Umm, I'll get the key," Lee said quietly. He went into the kitchen 
and came back with the key. He knelt beside me and unlocked the cuff 
around my wrist. Then he put his arms around me. "Don't cry, it was 
only a joke. I didn't know you'd get so worked up. I was just teasing 
you. I always knew where the key was." 
I pulled away from him and wiped my eyes. I forced another smile 
and said, "Oh, I know. I have to go put my makeup on now. Ha, ha." 
When I closed the bathroom door behind me, I realized that my makeup 
bag was in the spare room. I sat on the edge of the tub and stared at 
Josy's pink robe hanging on the back of the door until I could breathe 
evenly again. 
* 
Mick did finally come back with the beer and he brought the party 
with him. He and his friends sat around the dining room table, smoking 
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cigars and playing cards. Their only noises were grumblings and the 
clinking of poker chips. Occasionally, one cursed and slapped his cards 
onto the table. A wall of beer cans lined the far end of the table. 
The rest of the party showed up in spurts. They scattered 
themselves throughout the rest of the living room on the floor and on a 
few lawn chairs brought in from the yard. Josy and I were the only 
women there, and I guessed that she'd planned it that way. She lay 
across the couch, Cleopatra style, her sundress creeping ever higher, a 
bottle of wine open on the coffee table in front of her. She told stories to 
a captive audience, and she finished each tale with a comment directed 
over her shoulder at Mick, either to remind her audience of her 
attachment or maybe to remind her attachment of her audience. 
"Isn't that right, Mick?" She laughed, and the crowd laughed with 
her. A few blushed as if her laughter were the result of a private joke 
between her and them. She glanced over at Mick's poker game, and, not 
getting a response, she sat up suddenly and clapped her hands. "I know 
what we should do! We should play Truth or Dare." 
I thought of my thirteenth birthday party. 
"I'll go first," she said, "and I'm going to ask. .. " She put her finger 
to her mouth and squinted. She eyed every person in the room, building 
the suspense. She stopped at me, let her face relax. I squirmed, but 
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then Josy shifted her eyes. Lee was sitting on the floor in front of my 
chair. "Tru th or dare, Lee." 
Lee shook his head, looked down at his beer. "Umm, I guess I'd 
better take dare." 
"Okay, let's see." She paused. "Oh, this is an easy one. I dare you 
to go into the spare room with someone for five minutes. And of course 
you have to turn the lights out." 
The group oooh'd on cue. 
"Yeah, but who does he have to go with?" Mick asked without 
raising his eyes from his cards. No one looked his way, but everyone 
looked at each other, moving only their eyes, keeping their heads still. 
Josy stood, took a swig of her wine, and curtseyed. "Me." She 
didn't look Mick's way, but made her announcement to the crowd. She 
held out her hand. "Shall we?" 
Lee stood and turned to me. "Can you hold on to my beer?" Then, 
stepping around the other guests, he followed Josy down the hall. 
"Don't start timing until we're all the way in," she said. 
The room was silent except for the mumblings of the card players. 
A nervous-looking redhead, who had to have been a couple years 
younger than me, kept time on a black plastic watch. After he called out 
each minute, he smiled apologetically at me. 
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After five minutes, the boy went down the hall and knocked. He 
stuttered, then told them the time. When he came back, he gave me 
another smile and sat down cross-legged on the floor. 
Somewhere between nine and ten minutes, Josy stepped back into 
the living room. She rubbed her lips together and smacked them. Fresh 
lipstick. Lee was right behind her, looking at the floor and running his 
hand through his hair. 
"Okay, who's next?" the time-keeping boy asked. 
"Next? Don't you even want to know what we did? Isn't anyone 
slightly curious?" Josy stuck out her bottom lip. "Gwen, why don't you 
take a guess? Don't you want to know what we did in there?" 
I tried not to look back at Josy. I held up Lee's beer to give it back 
to him, and he looked surprised to see me. He took his beer and said to 
a guy with a wine cooler next to me, "Let's see, you're John, right? John, 
truth or dare?" 
* 
Somewhere in the middle of her second bottle of wine, Josy began 
insisting that others take drinks, too. Or maybe someone asked because 
his beer ran out. But after five or six handouts, Josy made a new rule. 
Whoever took a drink of her wine had to kiss her. A few guys rushed 
over to take advantage of the offer. The time-keeping boy looked like he 
was dying to go over there, but never got past sitting up on his knees 
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before he slumped back down, anxiously surveying the room to see if 
anyone had noticed. 
"Lee, I know you like red wine. Why don't you come have a drink?" 
Josy wagged her finger at him. 
Lee laughed and made his way across the room. He took a swig 
and quickly met her lips. 
"That was pretty weak." She put her hand on his leg as he turned 
to go back to his seat. "Why don't you sit here with me? We can share 
the wine. This is your favorite kind of wine, did you notice?" 
The time-keeping boy looked over at me again, and I wished he 
would stop because it forced me to react somehow, and I was trying to 
pretend that I didn't notice any of it. 
"Lee, have another drink of wine." 
Everyone was too drunk to play games anymore, and now that Lee 
was sitting with Josy, people started talking to me, but every few 
minutes, above the conversation, I could hear Josy's request. 
"Lee, have another drink of wine. Now you have to kiss me." 
Out of the corner of my eye, I could see that he was obliging her. 
"So, are you and Lee an item or something?" John, the wine cooler 
guy, had decided to talk to me now because Josy was occupied. 
I didn't know how to answer that. I wanted to be able to tell him 
that we were serious so that I didn't have to worry about him hitting on 
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me anymore, but if I did say that, then I looked even more like an idiot 
since Lee was on the sofa drinking Josy's wine and kissing her. 
"Everyone who takes a drink of my wine has to kiss me," Josy 
reminded us. 
I asked John to excuse me. I walked over to the couch and took 
the wine out of Josy's hand. 
The bottle was warm where she had gripped it. I raised the bottle 
to my lips and swallowed once, twice. It was dry, but I didn't flinch. I set 
the bottle on the coffee table and licked my lips. 
Josy glanced first to Lee and then around the room. She laughed 
abruptly, and her cheeks reddened. "Well, now you have to kiss me." 
So I did. 
I leaned in, meeting Josy's eyes the whole time, and kissed her 
squarely on the lips. I was surprised by the smallness, the smoothness, 
the delicacy of Josy's face and mouth. Then I opened my lips a little and 
kissed her again, just to make sure they both understood. 
When I pulled away her smile didn't return. I thought I heard Mick 
chuckling, but maybe he'd been dealt a good hand. 
"Lee," I said, "I'm ready to get home." 
Lee just looked at me. 
"Okay, I'll just get our stuff ready and meet you in the car. I'll even 
drive-you look like you've had little too much to drink." 
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I couldn't help it and I smiled quickly at the redhead as I stepped 
over him to get to the spare room. 
Lee was in the car when I came out, in the passenger's seat. 
Before I left town, I stopped to put water in the radiator and buy a 
map. Inside the gas station I unfolded the map and found the yellow 
block labeled Springfield. I traced the thin squiggly red lines to the small 
dot that was my home. 
It was going to be a longer drive than I'd expected. 
When I got back to the car, Lee was curled up in the front seat, his 
head against the window, either asleep or pretending to be. I looked at 
the tattered collar of the T-shirt he'd worn everyday of this trip, then I 
pulled my door closed so that the dome light would go out. 
